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XV.
TRAPPED AND TRIMMED.

Thers are two kinds of dangerous
temptations—those that tempt us, and
those that don't. Those that don's,
glve us a false notion of our resisting
power, and so make us easy viotims
of the others. I thought 1 knew my-
€ell pretty thorotighly, and I belisved
there was nothing that could tempt
me to neglect my business. With this
delusion of my strength firmly in
mind, when Anita becams a tempta-
tion to neglect business, 1 sald to my-
sell: “To go up town during business
hours for long lunches, to spend the
mornings selecting flowers and pres-
ents for her—these things look Illke
negleet of buainess, and would be so
in some men. But I couldn’t neglect
business. [ do them because my af-
fuirs are so well ordered that a few
hours of absence now and then make
no difference—probably send me back
fresher and clearer.”

When 1 left the office at half-past
{welve on that fateful Wednesday in
June, my buslness was never In better
shape, Textlle common had dropped
a point and & quarter in two days—
evidently it was at last on its way
slowly down toward where 1 could
free myself and take profits. As for
tho coal enterprise nothing could pos-
sibly happen to disturb it; L was all
ready for the firat of July announce-
ment and boom. Never did I.have 4
lighter heart than when I joined Anita
and her friends at Sherry's, It seethed
to me her friendliness was less per
funetory, less a matter of appearances,
And the sun was bright, the air deii-
clous, my health perfect. It took all
the strength of all thy straps Monson
had put on my natural spirits to keep
me from being exuberant.

1 had finally intended to be back at
my office half an honr before the ex-
chunge closed—this in addition to the
obvious precaution of leaving orders
that they were to telephone me if any-
thing should occur about which they
bad the least doubt. But so comfort-
able did my vanity make me that I
forgot to look at my watch until a
quarter to three. I had a momentary
qualm; then, reassured, I asked Anita
to take a walk with me. DBefore we
get out I telephoned my right-hand
man and partner, Ball, As I had
thought, everything was qulet; the
exchangs was closing with textile slug-
gigh and down a quarter. Anita and
1 took & car to the park,

We walked for an hour, talking with
1ess constraint and more friendliness
than aver before, and when I left her
1, for the first time, felt that I had
left & good Impression.

When 1 entered my offlces, I, from
force of habit, mechanfcally went di-
rect to the ticker—and dropped all in
an Instant from the pinnacle of
heaven Into a bolling inferno, For the
tioker was just spelling out these
words: “Mowbray Langdon, president
of the Textile association, salled un-
expectedly on the Kalser Wilhelm at
noon. A & per cent raise of the divi-
dend rate of textile common, from
the present 4 par cant to 6 hn.a besn
determined upnn

And 1 had staked up to, perhaps be-
yond my lmit of safely umt textile
would fall!

Ball was watching narrowly for
some sign that the news was as bad
ag he feared, But it cost me no effort
to keep my face expressionless: | was
like a man who has bheen killed by

Tightning and Hes dead with the look]

on hie face that he had just belore
the belt struck him.

“Why didn't you tell me this,” said
I to Ball, “when [ had you on the
'phone?” My tone wne qulet enough,
but the very question ought to have
ghown him that my braln was lke a
echooner In a eyclone,

“We heard It just after yon rang
oft,' was his reply. “We've bheen try-
ing o get yon ever since. 1've gone
everywhere after textile stock. Very
few will sell, or even lend, and they
ask—the best price was ten points
above today's closing. A strong tip's
out that textiles are to be rocketed.”

Ten points up already—on the mere
rumor! Already ten dollars to pay on
every sharé T was “short”—and I short
more than two hundred thousand! I
felt the claws of the flend Ruin sink
{nto the flesh of my shoulders. “Hall
doesn't know how I'm fixed,” I remem-
ber 1 thought, “and he mustn't know,"”

1 1it & cigar with a steady hand and
waited for Joo's next words,

“1 went to see Jenking at once,” he
went on. Jenkins was theo first vice-
president of the textile trust. “He's
all cut up because the news got out—
says Langdon and he were the only
ones who knew, o he supppsed—anys
the anpouncement wasn't to have
beeni made for & month—not til Lung-
don returned. Heo has had to confirm
it, though. ‘Fhat was the only way to
free his crowd from suspiclon of in.
tonding to rig the market."

“All right,” said L

“Have you seen the afterncon pl-
per?” lie asked. As he held it out to
me, my nye caught big textile head:
lines, then fiashed to some others—
gomething about. my going (o marry
Miss Hliersiy. .

“All right” sald I, and with the
paper in my hand, went to my outside
office. 1 kept on townrd my inner of- |
flco, saying over my shoulder—to the
stenographer; “Don't let anybody In-
terrupt me." Baehind the closed and |
locked door my body ventured to come
to life ngaln and my face to reflect |’

as much 4s it could of the chaos that | M

well as to the ups. [ had not—and
have not—anything of the business
man in my composition. To me, it was
wholly finance, wholly a gamse, with
excltement the chief factor and the
sure winulng, whether the little ball
rolled my way orf not I was the
financler, the gambler and adven-
turer; and that had been my prineipal
asset. For, the man who wins (n the
long run at any of the great games
of life—and they are all alike—is the
man with the cool head; and the only
man whose head is cool is8 he who
playa for the game's sake, nol caring
greatly whether he wins or loses on
any one play, because he feels that {f
he wina to-day, he will loge to-mor-
row. Bul now a new factor had come
into the game. I spread out the paper
and stared at the headlinea: “Black
Matt To Wed Society BDelle—The
Bucket-8hop King WIl! Lead Anita El-
lersly To The Altar” I tried to read
the vulgar article under whose vulgar
lines, but I could not. 1 was sick,
glck in body and in mind. My “nerve”
was gone. I was no longer the free
lance; I had responsibilities,

That thought dragged another in Its
train, an ugly, grinning {mp that
leered at me and sneered; “But she
won't have you now!"

“She willl She must!” | orled

“HE GREW WHITE,
aloud, starting up. And then the
atorm burst—I raged up and down the
floor, shaklng my clenched fists,
gnashing my teeth, muttering all
kinds ~ of furlous commands and
threats—a truly ridiculous exhibition
of impotent rage. For through it all 1
gaw clearly enough that she wouldn't
have me, that all these peopie I'd been
trying to climb up among would kick
looge my collnging hands and laugh as
they watched me disappear. They
who were none too gentle and slow
In disengaging themselves from those
of their own lifelong associates who

eration could “Black Matt" expeet
from them? And she—the necessity
and the ability to decelve mysalf had
gone, now that I could not pay the
purchage price for her, The full hid-
epusneas - of * my bargain lor her
dropped its vell and stood naked be-
fore me,

At Inst, disgusted and exhausted, 1
flung myself down sgaln, and dambly
and helplessly inspected the ruins of
my  projecta—or, rather, thé ruin of
the one profect upbn which [ had my
heart set. 1 had known [ cared for
her, but 1t had seemod to me ghe was
simply one mpre, the latest, of the
objects on which I was in the habit
of fixing my wiil from time to time to
make the gunme more decply Interest-
ing, [ now saw that never hefore had
1 really been In earnest about any-
thing, 'that on winning her I bad
staked mynelf, and that mysecll was &
wholly different person (fom what 1
had been lmagining. In a word, [ sat
fnce to face with that unfathomable
mystery of sex-affinity that every man
laughs &t and mocks another man for
u} Lie las himsell folt
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A GENTEEL “HOLD-UPS®

In my childbood at home, my father
was often awey for & week or longer,
working or looking for workk My
mother had & notion that a boy should
be punished oaly by his father; so,
whenever she caught me In what she
regarded as a serlous transgression,
“You will get & good
whipping for this, when your father
comes home,” At first I used to walt
passively, suffering the torments of
ten thrashings before the “good whip-
ping” came to pass. But soon my
mind begnn to employ the interval
more profitably. 1 would scheme to
escape execution of sentence; and,
though my mother was a determined
woman, many’'s the time 1 contrived to
change her mh$ I am not .ecom:
mending to parents the system of de-
Iay in execution of sentence; but I
must say that In my case it was re-
sponsible for an Invaluable diseip-
line. For example, the textile tangle.

I knew I was in all human proba-
bility doomed to go down before the
stock exchange had been open an hour
the next morning. All textile stocks
must start many> points higher than
they had been at the close, must go
steadily and swiftly up. Entangled ns
my regerve resources were in the
coal deal, I should have no chance to
cover my shorts gn any terms less
than the loes of all I had, At most, 1
could hope only to save myself from
crimingl bankruptey.

There was no signal of distress in
my volee as | telephoned Corey, presl-
dent of the Interstate Trust company,
to stay at his office untll I eame; there
was no signal of distress la my man-
ner as [ sallled forth and went down
to the Power Trust buillding; nor did
I show or suggest that [ had heard
the “shot-at-sunrise” sentence, as 1
strode Into Roebuck’'s presence and
greeted him. I was assuming, by way

had reverses of fortune—what consid-,

of precaution, that some rumor about

A BICKLY WHITE"

me either had reached him or would
#oon reach him. I Knew he had an
eye in every secret of finance and In-
dustry, and, while I believed my secret
wag wholly my own, I had too much
at stake with him (o bank on that,
when I could, as 1 tHought, so easily
reassure him.

“I've come to suggest, | Mr. Roe
buck," said I, “that you let my hoyse
—Blacklock and compnny-——nnnounce
the coal reorganization plan. It would
‘glve me o great lift, and Melvilie and
his bank don't need prestige. My daily
letters to the publle on Investmoents
have; ag you know, got me a blg fol-
lowing that wonld help me mnke the
flotation an even bigger success than

It's bonnd # Be, mo matter who an
nounces it and invites subscriptions.”

48 1 thus proposed that | be fn 8
Jity caught up from the extremely
humble level of reputed bucket-shop
dealer into the highest heaven of high
finance, that I be made the official
spokesman of the financial gods, his
expression was so ludiorods hat 1 al
most lost my gravity. I suspect, for a
moment be thought 1 had gons mad.
His manner, when he recovéred him-
sell sufficlently to speak, was cer
tainly not unlike what it would have
been had he found himself alone be
fore a dangerous lunatic wbo was
armed with & bomb.

“You kmow how anxious I am to
help you, to further your interests,
Matthew,” sald he wheediingly. "I
kuow no man who has & brighter fu
ture. But—not so fast, not so fast
young man. Of course, you will ap
pear a8 one of the reorganizing com-
mittee—but we could not afford w
have the announcement come through
any less strong and old established
house than the National Industrial
b&ﬂ.k.‘- .

“At least, you can make me joint
announcer with them,” I urged.

“Perhaps — yes — possibly — we'll
see,” sald he ‘soothingly. “There is
plenty of time.”

“Plenty of time,” | assented, as \f
quite content. “I only wanted to put
tha matter before you" And I arose
to go.

“Have you heard the news of textile
comnmon?” he asked,

“Yes," sald [ carelessly, Then all
in an instant, a plan took shape In my
mind. “I own a good deal of the
stock, and [ must say, | don't llke
this ralse.”

“Why?" he inquired.

“Because I'm sure it's a stock-job-
bing scheme,” replied I boldly. *I
know the dividend wasn't earned. I
don't llke that sort of thing, Mr. Roe
buck. Not because it's unlawful—the
laws are so clumsy that a practical
man often must disregard them. But
‘hacause it is tampering with the repu-
tation and the stability of a great en-
terprize Zor the sake of a few millions
of dishonest profit. I'm surprised at
Langdon."”

“I hope you're wrong, Multhew,”
was Roebuck's only comment. He
questioned me no further, and 1 went
away, confident that, when the crash
came in the morning, if comes it must,
there would be no more astonlghed
man In Wall strest thap Henry J. Roe-
buck. How he must have laughed; or,
rather, wonld have laughed, if his sort
of human hyenn expressed its emo-
tions In' the humean way.

From him, stralght to my lawyers,
Whitehouse & Fisher, In the Mills
bullding.

"I want vou to send for the news-
paper reporters at once,” sald 1 to
Fisher, “and tell them that in my be-
half you are going to apply for an in-
Junction against the textlle trust, tor-
bldding them to take any further
steps toward that Increase of divi
dend. Tell them I, as a large stock-
holder, and representing a group of
large stockholders, purpose to stop
the paying of unearned dividends."

Fisher knew how closely connected
my house and the textile trust had
been; but he showed, and probably
felt no astonishment. He was too ex-
perlenced in the ways of flnance and
financiers. It was a matter of In-
difference to him whether [ was trying
to assassinate my friend and ally, or
was feluting at Langdon, to lure the
public within reach so that we might,
together, fall upon it and make a
battue.

Not without some regrét did I thus
arrange to attack my friend in his ab-
sence. “till,"” 1 reasoned, “his blun-
der in trusting some leaky person
with hls secret Is the cause of my
peril—and I'll not hava to justity my-
solf to him for trying to save myseif."”
What effect my Injunction would have
1 eould not foresee, Certainly it could
not save me from the loss of my for-
tune; but, possibly, It might check the
upward course of the stock long
enough to enable me to enateh mysell
from ruin, and te cling to firm ground
untll the coal deal drew me up to
safety,

My next call was at the Interstate
Trust company. I found Corey waits
ing for me In & most uneasy state of
mind.

“Is there any truth in this atory
about you?" was the question he
plumped at me.

“What story?" sald *I, and a hard
fight I had to keep my confusion and
alarm from the surface, For, appar-
ently, my secret was out.

“That you're on the wrong side of
the textlle

So it was out! "Somea truth,” | ad-
mitted, since denial would have been
useless here. “And 1've come to you
for the money to tide me over."

He grew white, a slckly white, and
Into his eyes came a horrible, drowne
ing look.

(To be Continued,)

Believe or Not, As You Will

Anyway, the Man Who Wrote the
Story Says He Saw the Eggs.

Colonel Adoniram Van Ransselaer,
Mrs. Colonel Adpniram, WVan Rets.
salaer and daughters, Miss Angelina
Clemeriting and Miss Dorothés, Dul
dinea of Mocking Bird ranch, Screech
Owl townstiip, came to town in the
cool of the morning in their forty-
horse power atto to do a lttle srad-
ing, the colonel and the Mrs. Colonel
calling (o see us, 43 everybody does,
It seems that Mlss Angelina Clenen-
tina’s French mald bas & great Uking
for poultry, and to please her fancy
the colonel jimported o settng of
highgpriced French egge.

In the poultry yard {sa low, swampy
‘apot that seems to be the home of the
firefly, or lightning bug, and one pas
ticular belpful hen staya out late of

| evenings to catel them. ~8he gorges

| A 900 pound bell, struck blows of 178

painted the eggs with all the colors
of the ralnbow—Dblue lights for the
blue rooms, red for the red rooms,
white lghts for the rooms done in
white, green lights for the hay mow,
always observing the proper eflects,

The geventeen rooms of the liome,
the barn and eutbulldings are all bril-
lNantly lighted with these eggs, so
the bulldings, which occupy a prom-
Inent tree-embowered and vine-en-
tangled hill, can be seen for miles.
We. accompanied Colonel Van Rens-
felner to the city garage, where his
forty-horse power aulo was, Hach
headllght of the maching cartied an
oty instead of a lamp. Taking one
of the eged Into a dark room, the Hght

thrown off from it was of the bright-

ness of the sun, and we were atonce
convinged of the truthfulness of the
story.—T. B. Murdock.

Comparatively few people  know

| that rvingiug & bell yults 1. That fs,
n bell has a definfte length of life,

and after 8o many blows will break.
foot pounda of force, broke after 11,

mmmu. A 4,000 pound bell broke
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§ BOY and man, Col, Bryant
had been a soldler. As a hoy
his ambition had been a cadet.

ship at West Point, and the
army &8 a life career. Dlessed with
wealthy parants, there seemed nothing
in the way to the accomplishment of
his ideal when the opportune time ar-
rived. At 15 he began a course of
gludy that would fit him to pass the
required examination and admit him
to the United States military acad-
emy. At 185 the opportunity came,
There was a vacancy at the academy
to be filled by appointment from his
congresslonal district, and he entered
eagerly into the competition for the
covetad place, fealing confldent of
winning the prize,

His most formidable opponent was
Billy Edwards, the son of a strug
gling clergymian, into whose path fate
had thrown no special opportunities,
but who had improved every chance
for study that had been given him,
nnd who wished the appointment
merely ag a meahs of securing a de-
sired education,

The two had never been friendly,
and on one of two occasions had had

some bovish quarrels over the atten-
tlons each lLad attempted to be
stow upon Blossom Nathan, When

Billy Edwards won the coveted ap-
pointment every semblance of friend.
ship between the two hoys ceased,
and BHob Brvant refused even tg as-
soclate with anyone who called young
Edwards their friend.

Grievously disappointed In not win-
ning the cadetship, younce Hryant en-
tered a militury ncademy with a deter-
mination to prepare himself for a
military career, trusting to his fa-
ther's wealth and influence to gsecure
for him an appointment to the army,

During their school daye both bnyvs
kept up a correspondence with Blos-

l.leut. Cal,

som Nathan, untl! at the end of three
years Bryant insisted that she could

| a0t retain the frlendahip of both he

and Edwards, and that all d-

) -mnctm!mmhurimqm
| =use, or hor would have nothing more | at

¥ith her.

that she would choose her
friends, and he accepled her
sion.

Six  months after Lieut, Edwards
had gradoated from West Point and
entered the army he made Diossom
Nathan his wife, and took her to the
weatern post, where his command was
stittioned.

Bryant In the mountains had fin
Ished his ecollege course, and not And-
ing it 8o easy to secure a civi. ap
pointment to the army, had settied
down to the study of law in his home
town, and confined his military ambi-
tions to u place In & local company of
atnte gunrds,

Then

own
dixei-

came the call to arms to
siive the uvlon. The southernstates
had sececded; the flag had been fired

upon.  Every avallable company of
the regular service had been rushed

Beside the White Stone.

eastward for the defonse of Washing.
ton. Voluntears In companies, bat
talions and reghoents were flocking
Into the mustering camps. With the
velunteers went Bob Bryant as ecfp-
tain of hig company. With the regu-
Inrs =ent to Washington went First
Lieut., Edwards, while Mrs, Edwards
went back to her old home to awalt
the return of her busband from the
front.

The four years of war dragged wear-
lly mlomg. Lieunt. BEdwards stuck to
the regular service and rose 1o the
rank of major, and brevet leutenant
colonel, ns which he commanded his
regiment. Capl. Bryant of the vol
unteer serviee rose to the rank of
colonel,

At the battle of Gnrtyshuq: Col.
Bryant was temporarily in command
of & brigade stationed at Cemelery
Hill. During the first day's fighting
his command in company with all
others at that point-in the line of
batlle hod suffered severcly, With
the reenforcsments of the second day
came the regiment commanded by
Lileut. Col. Edwards, and during the
fighting of that day BEdwards fell
and was barled on the fleld.

The war over, Col. Bryant found
the wished lor opportunity to enter
the reguiar service, and was senft to
ths far west as a llentenant of oav-
alry. For 12 years he followed the
trall of the red man, and then “the
good of the service" took him to
Washinglon to serve for a time on
the staff of the general commanding
:h.{lrn;;. It was this that mccount.
od for hiy presence on the Gettyshu
battlofield on i.mqpn du.t{‘mm

Ho walked over the

simflar to one he carried 1dly s his

hand. At one grave he noticed the

frail staff had been broken, and the

fing blown away. He astopped to

read the nume on the stone. It was:

BVT. LIEUT. COL. WILLIAM ED-
WARDS,

Instantly all the old animosily of
the years gone by returned. The mua
burfed here had stolen from him his
opportunity, had stolea the glfl be
Ioved and then thers came (o him the
thourht that this mun had sacrificed
his life for the flag: thut this man
bad lost his life in bringing success
to himself and his comrades, and had
helped in saving them from probable
annibllation at sbe hands of the en-
emy.

Reverently he stooped over the
grave and planted the flag he carried
beside the white stone, As he
did so & womun's volce close behind
bim sald:

“1 thank you"

He turped. It was Blossom Na-
than. The same Blossom, though a
sad, sweot-faced woman now, Instead
of the chit of a girl he had known
%0 many years ago. The years of
exposure and hardship had changed
him so she did not know Wim.

“It Is my husband’'s grave,” she ex-
plalned. "The wind has evidently
blown the flag away, and [ have been
looking for it, but without success
It seemed so0 lonely without a flag
like the others'

“Blogsom!"” he cried.
know me?"

The voice brought back to her the
dayd of her girlhood; the Impetuons
boyish lover.

She gave him her hand, and togeth.

“Don't you

er they left that battlefleld, where
hope had died and hope was born
agaln,

A few months later she again jour-
west to spend her life at
wife.

neved to the
an army post—a soldier's

WHEN C' OL UMBIA
CROWNS HER
DEAD

By T. C. HARBAUGH

What has scf the drums a-beating “neath
the tender shies of May ?

Why troop the childeen from the fields
quith Ffmers fresh and gay @

I see the wet'rans gather in their buttoned
coats of blue,

With here and there an emply sleche to
prowve the awearer frue;

I hear them falk of baftles in thetr youth-
time long ago,

Where side by side they stood and met the
onslaughts of the foe:

And now the boice (s silent, and each

soldier bows his head,

For auell they knoww this sacred day Colum-

bia crowns her dead.

a3t
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The flag half-mast is flying and the air
is filled qith praise

Of those auho by the Nation stood through-
out fer Irying days,

When strode the God of Battles inhis fury
o'er the land,

And crimson greav Fotomac's tide and red
the Rio Grande;

When the cannon tore the cedars in the
green wales of the South,

Where now the blue-bird builds her nest
deep in the mortar’s mouth;

But ah! the snowry ings of Peace abows
those fields are spread,

And Cowuemnbia, like a mother, comes fto
crown her gallant dead.

(5. )
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No more I hear the ramble of the battle's
brasen car,

I ha've to part the flowers fair fo find the
wounds of war;

I hear a robin singing where the
bra'bely died,

And a butferfly {5 hov'ring awhere the
legtons multiplied ;

The bugle is no fonger heerd on fields e
lowe to name,

And the roses bamm in beauty in the sacred
camps of Fame,

And down the street a-masching, with
OId Glory af their head,

Come the bet'rans, for Columbia bids them
all salute her dead,

colone!

Sleep on, O qvearers of the blue! the meed
of praise you'we won,

Sleep on the long, long summer thro” in
shadow and in sun;

The sweetest bloom that Nature vields
Yies on the soldier Fs bréast,

And nevermore avar’s clarion notes shall
break your peaceful rest ;

The battle schoes wanish ke a distant
cannon's boom,

Behold! Columbia gently lays a wwreath
upor & tombh,

““My chi drenl Peace be with you!”* speaks
she loso with drooping head,

Then she kisses all the roses she has lald
upon her dead,

HE MADE A MISTAKE,

New Jersey Private Misteok Violin
Resin for Shaving Soap.

“A soldier named Ed Morton,” sald
a veleran from New Jergey, “wasa one
of the quickest men with the fiddle
[ ever listened to, and he earried (t
with him to begulle camp Nle., A
fellow named Charles Fosier was his
tent mate, who, having dscoversd &
sHght down on his chin, endeavornd
to coax It forward by frequent ap.
plleation of his razor.

“One day Charlle was hoasting of
a cake of shaving sonp he had founil,
and said that he had used It twlos,
and had found it just fine. He offer
ed to lend It to Morton. When ths
‘sorp’  was  produced
elatmet: ‘Why, it there aln
thut T have boen Tooking for
than a week'

“There wis soap mm in
brush to make lsther and
thought he using
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